The Throne of Solomon
of most of die magnates of Rudbarek, sitting in a crescent
shape over against me, with his fat bulk as centre.
The passport as a matter of fact was quite adequate, and if
it had not been, no one would have discovered the deficiency.
" What is that?" they asked me, pointing to the Baghdad
consular signature.
" That," said I, now completely above any sort of scruple;
" that is the signature of our king's vizier. All peoples are
expected to help and befriend me when they have read this
paragraph," and I proceeded to translate Lord Curzon's
remarks on the first page as to " passing without let or hind-
rance."
The Agha, his Mirza, and the various Elders there assembled
listened, visibly impressed.
" Are we friends with the English?" said the Agha at last,
making with laudable perspicacity for the centre of the
argument.
I satisfied them on this point, but as a matter of fact the
battle was won already. What we were now to suffer from
was excess of hospitality. There was no question of a night
of peaceful solitude: the Agha would entertain me.
Seeing that resistance was vain, I left my two men to pack
up, while I followed near the van of the procession, which
now made for its village in the dusk.
It is sad to relate that I spoilt the dignity of my victory by
falling into a stream. There are no bridges over anything less
important than the Sardab Rud, and as I jumped in the half
light a slippery boulder betrayed me. The procession behind
was delighted; the Agha himself, who preceded, barely turned
his head and, seeing me emerge safely though wet, continued
at a rapid pace until, through lanes that might have been in
Devonshire, we reached his house, a two-storied building
roofed like a chalet with wooden slats, with a fenced garden

